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Fergus to cross the narrow sea and bring them back under
his own pledge of protection ; then having tricked Fergus
away from his guard, the king, breaking his own pledge,
slew the three sons of Usnach treacherously in a house of
his court at Emain Macha, beside Armagh. It was in anger
at this betrayal that Fergus left Conachar, and went into
Connacht to be Maeve's lover and ally, a strength to her
army when it went out against Ulster in Ulster's hour of
weakness.
There is again another saga which tells of the curse
which brought this weakness on the men of Ulster, so that
at certain periods they were like women in the pains of
childbirth; all the men of Ulster, that is, who were grown
warriors when a woman heavy with child was forced to run
against the King's horses. All hearers of the Tain would
know that story, and know also why Cuchulain, the young
champion, whose fortress was by Dundalk, watching the
plain that led from there to the Boyne frontier, was exempt
from the curse.
For there were other sagas which told of this hero\
birth, through which he was, like Achilles, half divine,
though a man, and, like Achilles, able to get protection in
his need from the immortals. Gods and mortals, and
creatures neither god nor mortal, not to be killed, yet
vulnerable, meet in the story which tells how Cuchulain
with his single chariot held back the Connacht host. It is
a story of marvels; the Gaelic imagination could not be
content with ordinary human deeds ; yet nothing could be
more human than that episode of the saga which tells how
Cuchulain's chosen comrade was sent out to fight against
htm for the passage of the ford at Ardee. The two had been
trained together at the school of a warrior woman in Skye ;
they were sworn always to avoid each other in battle;
but Maeve wrought on Ferdiadh with the taunts that no
Gael could withstand ; and so began the three-day fight.